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A moment later the Pandit said : " Be that as it
may, sire, there is something else I wish to talk to
you about. From the day I saw you as a boy it has
been my constant prayer that you should prosper.
By good fortune I came to be your Highness's ser-
vant, By the same good fortune I received from
you the treatment of more than a friend. My King,
the Goddess of this land has chosen you as Her
elect and God has dowered on you the grace
which will enable you to conduct yourself worthily
of the election. But, my master, no king can
see in person to all the things that administration
involves. A king needs good ministers. More than
anything he must have a good prime minister. If I
had been granted more breath in this life, I should
have toiled to bring far, far greater lustre to this
rule of my King. But, sire, my privilege has ended
here and it is no use crying.overthat If, however,
your Highness should condescend -to make me
just one promise I shall close my eyes in peace."

The King could hardly speak for emotion.
With a voice that was struggling for utterance he
said: "Certainly, my friend. Pray tell me
what it is."

The Pandit could not speak for a moment.

The King said: u Will you tell me, brother
Pandit ?"